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This is the final issue of Peek-a-Boo. 
We have stopped writing because we're all 
going out to Pease Park to free ourselves and 
live as art. Come join us! Be free! Be art! 

305 W. 39th #107 
Austin, TX 78751 

If you ever had something to say to us, now's 
the time to do it. Go ahead, write that letter! 
You can e-mail us, too, at: 

boo-key@mail.utexas.edu (Phillip) 
travesty@mail.utexas.edu (Travis) 
willal@mail.utexas.edu (Will) 
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“voice of the B hive" 
-By travls higdon- 

Well, Boys and girls, the time has 
come to Bid you all a Bold farewell. This 
is the final issue of peek-a-Boo. Frankly, 
i'm Bedazzled that we’ve come so far as 
a full year. In the Beginning, we never 
even planned to make it past a few 
issues, But the Ball just kept on 
Bouncing, and here we are at number 
twelve. Looking Back, we've had our 
Better issues as well as some pretty Bad 
ones (like that last one for example), 
and i think we've said just about ail we 
have to say (Including a few things we'd 
like to take Back), so it's time to lay 
Peek-a-Boo to rest. We would like to 
thank all of you for reading our mindless 
Banter, and we send special thanks to 
those of you who Bothered to write us 
(you know who you are), Because those 
letters meant a lot to us. We had a lot of 
fun making this 'zine, and although we’re 
moving on to other things now, the Ball 
is on your side of the court. If you have 
something to say, say it! Any moron can 
make a 'zine, as we can testify, and as 
long as it’s free, it can't Be all Bad. 

Truthfully, i’m glad to finally put an 
end to the B hive. If there's one thing 
i've learned, it's that there are a very 
finite number of interesting things 
Beginning with B in this little world 


worthy of writing about. I’ve covered just 
about all of them, and pretty soon I'd Be 
drawing a Blank. 

So anyway, did everyone have a 
nice holiday Break? I had a relaxing time 
at my parents' house in san antonio, But 
after renting about 500 movies and 
playing 10,000 games of solitaire, i was 
pretty ready to get Back up here. I did 
get to see the super-awesome Band Big 
drag play at tacoland three times, and i 
Believe they’re much Better on their own 
turf. They seem more relaxed and 



chummy with the crowd, and plus 
tacoland is just a really Bitchin' dive Bar 
where you’ll see anyone from strapping 
young college Boys to 40-year-old 
Bikers guzzling Budweiser tallboys. The 
only problem is that it fills up with 
smoke so Bad that i feel like i have to 
"stop, drop, & roll” every so often tor a 
Breath of fresh air, and i always want to 
Burn my clothes after the show. 

The Best part about seeing Big drag 
in san antonio, though, is the short- 
haired Bleach-Blonde Beauty who goes 
religiously to all of their shows and flirts 
with all the regulars. She wears all 
Black, from her Black Blouse to her tight 
Black Bi itches down to her little Black 
Beatle Boots, and i just love to stand 
Behind her and watch her get lost in the 
music and shake her cute little Bootle to 
Big drag's Boss tunes. Maybe one day 
she'll notice me and send a sweet smile 
my way. 

And in the news, this is an actual 
excerpt from the austin american 
statesman on monday, january 9, 1995 
regarding a recent Banning of Bedroom 
attire (ie house slippers and hair rollers) 
in public schools: "Austin school officials 
in recent years have Banned everything 
from Baggy pants, Backpacks, and 
Bandanas to Boxer shorts, Baseball caps, 
and the color Blue." 

Well, that's it for the B hive It’s 
Been fun. Bon voyage, Buenas noches. 
and Bye-Bye! 
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funnK FUNN Y ’ 


Q: What do you call a faux pas In outer 
space? 

A: An Astro- not. 

Q: Why did the man think that his tardy 
dry cleaner was a communist? 

A: Because he was Stalin on the Lenin. 

Knock Knock. 

Who's there? 

Kanji. 

Kanji who? 

Kanji let me in, It's cold out here! 

*special note: "Kanji" Is the name of a 
Japanese alphabet. So this joke is 
probably funnier if you know something 
about Japanese. It's super funny in 
Japanese, but it loses something in 
translation. 

0: Where did the fish put all of his 

books? 

A: On his Sea Shelf. 


FuNNV 

j©kes 


Q: Where did the vegetables go to get 
drunk? 

A: The Salad Bar. 

Q: What is a zucchini's favorite sport? 

A: Squash. 

Q: What's a bug's least favorite sport? 
A: Squash. 


Q: Who is the bed bug’s girlfriend? 
A: The Rug Bee. 



Knock Knock 
Who's There? 

An extremely attractive member of the 
sex of your choice, and I'm drunk, and 
rich and I'm also half-naked. 

Ok, I'll let you in. 

HA HA! Just kidding Have you heard 
about Jehovah and the Great Golden 
Space Pyramid? 

Q: What do you say to 200 pound pink 
polka dotted prune? 

A: Fuck You, prune! 

Q: What do you get when you jump in a 
septic tank? 

A: Covered with shit. 

Knock Knock. 

Who's There? 

Scott 

Scoff who? 

Scott Johnson from Biology class. I came 
by to say "hi," but if you’re going to be 
a jerk and not let me in then Fuck Youl 

Q: What do you call a 200 ton amorphous 
space monster that absorbs people for 
food and is also the Senate Majority 
Leader? 

A: The Blob Dole. 


Q: Where did the crab go to get 

drunk? 

A: The Sand Bar. 


O: What did the wierd alien say to the 
human? 

A: Bloogah Blorg ASshhgr trop. 


Q. What do you call the Texas Governor's 
right hand? 

A: The Bush Whacker. 




















































Mr. Nickerbocker was relaxing In 
his study with a book and a glass of 
fine Scotch whiskey when he heard 
the door creak open. It was his son, 
Billy. “Shouldn't you be in bed, young 
man?" Mr Nickerbocker asked, 
glancing at the large oak grandfather 
clock standing in the corner. “You 
know you have school tomorrow." 

"I know, Dad. I couldn't sleep. 
Will you tell me a story?" 

"Well, okay, son. Which one 
would you like to hear?" 

"Tell me the Peek-a-Boo story." 

"Heh, heh, heh. Okay, son. I’d 
think you were tired of that one by 
now; you’ve heard it so many times." 
Mr. Nickerbocker pulled Billy up onto 
his lap... 



"Once upon a time, there was a 
great kingdom ruled by a great man, 
the King. The people of the kingdom 
loved the King dearly, and he loved 
his people. In fact, he would often 
show his affection by sending FTD 
Pick-Me-Up Bouquets to all of the 
young lads and ladies of the land, or 
sometimes he would simply write a 
nice little note. 

One man of the palace who 
played a vital role in helping the King 
speak in written words to his beloved 
people was the Royal Scribe, but the 
Scribe was a bitter old man who no 
longer took to heart the service he 
performed for the King and for the 
people. His messages were lifeless and 
boring, his scrolls were often torn or 
mangled, his handwriting was sloppy 
and illedgible, and he spilled ink on 
just about anything he touched. The 
people no longer enjoyed reading the 
messages from the King becouase of 
the bitter old Scribe. The King looked 
upon the situation and frowned. 



Elsewhere in the land, a young 
pauper boy named Peak-a-Boo was 
earnestly practicing hla skill with pen 
and ink. He had found and old quill in 
a Garbage Gobbler behind Taco Bell, 
where he worked a sixteen-hour shift 
every day for 25C an hour He saved 
old napkins for paper and was crushed 
up some berries to make his own ink, 
and every day after work he practiced 
his handwriting by candlelight In his 
tiny efficiency till the wee hours of 
the night. 



One evening, as young Peek-a- 
Boo was just closing up his station 
and getting ready to go home, the 
gods smiled upon him, for just 
entering the Drive-Thru was none 
other than the Royal Scribe! This was 
Peek-a-Boo's big chance, his golden 
moment! He quickly took the order the 
Scribe barked obnoxiously through the 
Intercom, then quickly devised a 
strategy. He poured bleach and toilet 
cleaner in the Scribe's Dr. Pepper, 
used two-day old guacemole on his 
soft tacos, and filled his 7-Layer 
Burrlto with septic waste. Finally, he 
short-changed the Scribe as he 
handed over the goods through the 
little window. 



Of course, the Scribe died. The 
kingdom rejoiced, and the Scribe's 
wrinkledy old wife sued Taco Bell for 
a fat sum of money. The King, in 
order to find a new Royal Scribe, 
decided to post a contest. All of the 
kingdom's best writers were 
competing, and although young Peek- 
a-Boo had not even a cent to his 
name, he had a head full of ideas, an 
ambitious mind, and his lucky crash 
helmet, which he wore for good luck. 

On the day of the big contest, 
Peek-a-Boo was trembling with 
anxiety and excitement. He was 
nervous about competing against 
highly-skilled writers writing with 
golden quills and ink laced with 
molten platinum, but he popped a few 
valiums and forgot all about that. 
Peek-a-Boo won the competition, and 
the King smiled upon him. 



upon reading the scrolls which Peek- 
a-Boo wrote, they found laughter and 
entertainment once again. The whole 
kingdom resounded with the shrill 
cries and hearty wails of laughter and 
happiness, and Peek-a-Boo was 
pleased that the people enjoyed and 
approved of his work. 

Peek-a-Boo continued his 
delightful scribing, but after many 
years at the desk, he began to grow 
fat and lazy. His messages were less 
inspired, for he spent long hours of 
the day in his cozy lawn chair drinking 
wine coolers and playing Nintendo 
instead of writing away at his little 
desk. The people of the kingdom no 
longer looked forward to the next 
epistle young Peek-a-Boo would 
deliver, and they often threw eggs at 
his house as they passed by. 

The King, a wise and powerful 
man, saw what had become of his 
young scribe, and he frowned at the 
situation. “Peek-a-Boo, my boy, you 
have grown lazy and fat " 



Ashamed, Peek-a-Boo realised 
that the King's words rang true. He sat 
and pondered his life and his work, 
and decided to step down from the 
great stool of the Royal Scribe He 
thought about maybe raising penguins 
in Alaska for awhile, or opening art 
antique shop in New Hampshire. He 
came unto the people of the kingdom 
to announce his decision and offer the 
great stool up to the next bright, 
young soul, but unfortunately, before 
the words could leave his lips, the 
people of the kingdom tarred and 
feathered Peek-a-Boo, then hung him 
from a tree and set him on fire, all 
the while making rude comments 
about his mother's promiscuity." 

"Who became the next Royal 
Scribe, Dad?" 

"Heh, heh, heh. You know how 
the tale ends, Billy. There's a Royal 
Scribe in all of us. and it's up to you 
to pick up his pen and continue where 
he left off." 

"Wow, what a story! Thanks, Dad 
Good night." 

"Good night, Billy." 
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By Mark Jones 
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Summer of Love 


The salad days of Summer have come, and sadly, they have passed. A time for 
planning and anticipation, Summer is always the high point of the year. Or is it? Sure, the 
Bad Street Strutter came out (sic, actually it didn’t) and that was great. It was probably the 
most anticipated event since "lone eagle" Lindbergh crossed the Atlantic. But other than 
that, these crazy 3 months we call Summer are not always what we hope for. For some its 
a Summer of Love, for others its just a quest for cheap beer every night. 

Here at Bad Street, "love" is always an interesting topic. Back in the days when 
Mike and Liz lived here that crazy thing was always in the air. But was it love, or was it 
lust? Or was it just the smell of sex? Who knows what it was, but we all know about 
living with a roommate, or roommates who are always at the house getting sexed up. 

As for Mike and Liz, 1 can tell you more about them later some time. For example, 
I can tell about the Dungeons and Dragons module Mike was writing, or perhaps Liz's 
stupid obsession with going to cooking school in New York. You see, she was this burn¬ 
out, anorexic runaway cheerleader, so its funny that she wanted to go to cooking school. I 
laughed about it often ("What you won’t eat but you'll cook, that's rich!"), in fact I'm 
laughing right now. If you still want to hear more, we can discuss these crazy stories over 
a beer sometime, your treat. 

As for the topic at hand, we all know what its like living in a house with house 
mates who are getting it on. There's always those suggestive glances at night before 
bedtime - as if we don't know what's going on my friend. Oh, you two are tired - well 
why don't you go to bed early then, you asshole. But its not just the glances; it was never 
just the glances. It's always more. Let's see if this scene sounds familiar. It's late at night 
and you're having problems going to sleep because of that persistent sound of the wind 
creaking. But we all know that its not the "wind" we're hearing. After this mysterious 
"wind" stops and the two sinners have finished, you hear them make their separate trips to 
the bathroom as if they can clean their bodies from their dirty act. Nice try, but I'm afraid 
we caught you this time. 

Next time you hear the "wind" at night, don't just lay in bed and complain. There's 
no point in rolling over and trying to cover your ears with the pillow. Get up, and find out 
what's going on. Get to the bottom of this. What else are you going to do at 3:00 in the 
morning? Make a few loud trips to the kitchen for no reason. That will let them know that 
we are on to their little game (it also should hurt their performance - "I think he hears us. 
Shh, don't talk, just keep going"). Or better yet, sneak up to their door and listen (in 
shock) to the graphic noises coming from inside. If one of the guilty parties comes out of 
the room you have them, what are they going to say for themselves? Nothing. Don't 
worry about what you're doing. It’s none of their business that you're in your boxers (or 
panties) lurking in the dark outside their door. Besides, what will they care anyway - 
they’re getting laid. Until next time, peace. 

Vox populi, 

Mark W. Jones 
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CRAP CORNUCOPIA/ 
By Dean Hsleh 


Yes! It's the article ya love ta hate, 
back with a vengeance! Well, It's the last 
time you'll have to read about my comic 
rantlngs so please bear with me, because 
what I'm about to divulge will probably 
cost me any chance of governmental 
office In the future, so listen upf Secret 
P-A-B operatives have been successful 
In scourging the countryside for the most 
perverted and bizarre comics ever 
printed and, wouldn't you know It, two 
manga (Japanese comic) gems have 
captured and tortured my short attention 
span. Therefore, I feel It my duty to 
inform all of you of these aberrations of 
nature. So, the adventurous among you 
can read on... 

Golden Boy 

by Tatsuya Egawa 

This has got to be one of the fuckin' 
coolest manga of all timel It's Ironic 
since the first time I had the good 
fortune to look at this comic in 
California, all I saw were big-boobed 
women sweating profusely In bondage 
gear. That first Impression turned me off 
initially, but now that I’ve had time to 
read more carefully, I've changed my 
mind. Now what I see In the comic 
are. ..well, big-boobed women sweating 
profusely In bondage gear! And so much 
morel The clean, ultra-fine-line style 
Egawa uses In the art takes time to sink 
in, but I like it more and more as It 
contrasts so sharply with the sick 
perverts In the comic and the perverted 
activities of said perverts. 

The main character In the book Is a 
genius but subtly perverted (Is "pervert" 
a theme here?) college boy, who decides 
to delay his academic career for so- 
called lessons of life. Therefore he takes 
on shitty part-time jobs and meets a 
different girl in every episode. No, he 
himself does NOT have sex with all these 
girls, but that doesn't mean sex stuff 
doesn’t happen. In fact, It happens quite 
often, but Egawa gets away with It by 
sheer kick-az z exaggeration and perverse 
comedy. 



Egawa kicks out the jams on the gag- 
faces that make you laugh even if you 
have no fucking idea what they’re 
saying. I love how the main character 
has the habit of hugging the toilets as he 
swoons over the thought of the pretty 
girls sitting on theml My favorite part of 
the series so far Is when the main 
character dresses up in drag to get Into 
an all-girls school and ends up In a 
"lesbian” relationship with a younger 
classmate. It gets better when he gets 
coerced into letting some porno perverts 
take pictures of him(her) pissing! I’m 
doing the story injustice but you get the 
idea. I can’t wait to find "Be Free!" an 
earlier Egawa work, that's supposed to 
be "the ultimate In hormone-driven 
teacher manga!" 

Black Brain 

Sagano Heruma 

Man, this is something else. Plowing 
through the first volume with my third- 
year level Japanese is like being 
kidnapped by aliens whose Ideas of fun 
came straight out of Naked Lunch and 
bad horror B-flicks_ 



*‘13 tiOlDEN BOV 
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Well,apparently the main character’s 
head contains this freaky-deaky brain 
put there by a weird-looking alien/future 
person. Therefore a black hole can 
manifest on his forehead and a one-eyed 
creature can come flying out and fuck 
some shit up by entering other human 
bodies. Hence the ominous title: Black 
Brain. If he wasn't freaky enough of a 
character alone, then the supporting cast 
more than makes up for it: there's the 
mad scientist who gets sexually aroused 
from turning people into twisted insect 
monsters, a sixteen-year-old nympho 
mannequin/ skeleton(?) girl, a fat sicko 
who actually fucks one of the deformed 
Insectoids (that scene'll give you 
nightmares), and far more weirdness to 
go into here. 

Black Brain is an experience you'll have 
to see yourself, because I cannot 
adequately describe the visceral viewing 
that is....Black Brain. All those 
underground cartoonists doing cliche 
"look I'm twisted" comics should read 
Black Brain and slit their wrists in awe. 

I know what you're thinking: "I don't 
give a shit about any of this crap!" Well, 

I am saddened since that means I've 
failed as a zine writer. Hopefully one of 
your friends will pick this out of the 
trash to wipe his/her butt with and notice 
this little article and think: "Hey, maybe 
this manga thing ain 't so bad." For the 
converted but lost, write to Kinokuniya 
Bookstore, 1581 Webster Street. SF, CA 
94115. There are numerous other 
sources, and if you can, get on 
Rec.Arts Manga on the superinfodirtroad 
for other rantings and info. Death to 
Peek-A-Boo, but not to them nutty Nihon 
no MangaI 
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£o«*f Crap Cornucopia 
by Will Allison 

Okev dokey, it's time to write the 
final Comic Crap. Ah, the relief... 
Anyway. I felt lingering guilt over not 
focusing on local (Austin and Texas) 
cartoonists in this column, so I trundled 
on down to Austin Books to read as 
many local comics as I could before 
getting kicked out ("You damn kids! This 
ain't a library!"). By the way, Austin 
Books is the best comics store in Austin, 
if not all of Texas, and they've got a 
prominent shelf displaying local talent. 
There might be something you like. (I 
suddenly feel like Levar Burton on 
’Beading Rainbow V "But don't take my 
word for it...) 

Family Tree 
by Cameron Johnson 
(Diva, $2 50) 

This comic is about a group of gay and 
lesbian friends and their day-to-day 
lives. The writing on this is pretty good, 
with the characters seeming fleshed-out 
and likable However, since the 
characters are participating In the Gay 
Games, it gets a bit heavy-handed with 
the inspirational narrative. Also, the art's 
a bit rough, looks like It was Inked with 
one pen width, but It's pretty good 
overall. 


A Killer l ike Me/Corla: Niri|a 
Assassin 

by Reyes & various 
(Reyez- Zart Studios, $1 95) 

God, this Is awful. I'm sorry, I hate 
this. I hate It, hate It, hate It, and will 
never have enough of hating It. One 
word: Image 


Repeats 

by Mai tin Wagner 

(Double Diamond Press. $2 50) 

I am no fan of anthropomorphlcs, but this 
Is actually a very good comic. Of course, 
more has been written about this comic 
than I would ever care to, but suffice to 
say, this Is a must-buy. 


Frank Phantom 
by "Mr. X" 

(Mike Hunt Comics, $3.00) 

"Mr. X" is the pen name of Al Trank, 
who did a comic called Tad Martin a 
while back. This new outing Is roughly 
the same speed: goofy, scary, and punk. 
The main story is about evil types trying 
to steal the singer BJork's face, but the 
stories about scary punk sex and being a 
black punk are better. If you like the 
band Misfits, you’ll probably like this. At 
$3.00, though, It's a bit pricey. 

Zombie Boy 
by Mark Stokes 
(Timbuktu Graphics, $2.50) 

This 9eems pretty good. I was a bit 
rushed for time, however, and can't 
really make any fast judgment on It. The 
art was pretty good, though, and It looks 
like It would make a cool Saturday 
morning cartoon. 


Drug Abuse Is Fun 

by Issac Priestly 

(Hand of God Productions, $ 1 00) 

This little mlnl-comlc reminds me of the 
works of Ed Brubaker. Brubaker does a 
comic called Lowlife which Is, frankly, 
not that good. However, when he teamed 
up with artist Eric Shanower to do a 
comic called An Accidental Death, he did 
a fine job of writing. Issac Priestly is In 
the same position, in my mind, His 
floating, semi-autoblographical stories 
often miss, but hit with enough regularity 
to let me know he has a good dose of 
talent. As for his art, it suffers from 
stiffness of draftsmanship and poor 
Inking However, his storytelling skills are 
good, which makes me think this guy 
should hook up with some artist. 

Then, you'll see the sparks fly. 

Well, I'm sure I've made some 
enemies with this article. I tried to be as 
fair and reasonable as possible, but oh 
well, what the fuck. If you don't like It 
I’m sorry, I don’t cere Goodbye, kids, 
for ever I HaHaHaHaHal 
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Since I graduated, I've been working 
a pretty low-key job that leaves me with 
a lot of spare time. I've spent a lot of It 
reading and so have read a lot of good 
books lately. I thought I'd pass along my 
recommendations in case you, too, have 
time to curl up with a fun read. 

1. Endler's Game by Orson Scott Card. 
Science fiction that non-sf fans will 
probably like, since it's lower on the 
science and higher on the character 
development and philosophizing than 
usual. Although the author is a devout 
Mormon, he's never preachy. Basically 
the story is of a small boy trained from 
the time he's six via video and war 
games to command a space army against 
an alien threat, but it’s also much more. 

2. A Song For Arbonne by Guy Gavrlel 
Kay. Medieval fantasy about an 
Impending war between a female-led 
country with a strong tradition of courtly 
love and the misogynistic aggressive 
nation next door. Tremendously well- 
written with a subtle dry wit. Builds 
beautifully, starting with small actions 


and ending with epic occurrances that 
have grown from Innocuous beginnings. 
Fiction, but history buffs will enjoy the 
realistic feel and noting the parallels 
between the story and actual medieval 
settings and events. 

3. White Man's Grave by Richard Dooling. 
After a young Peace Corps volunteer 
disappears In West Africa, his corporate 
lawyer dad looks for him and receives 
strange black magic talismans, his best 
friend goes to Africa to find him and gets 
totally tangled In local events. Really, 
really funny, but not Just a comedy. I've 
never read such a complete picture of 
West Africa, with no heroes at all—the 
author shows how even a simple donation 
of free rice can hurt the local economy. 
Not just a simple-minded "everbody's 
culture is good In its own way," but a 
beautifully complex discussion of 
conflicting cultural values I can't think 
of any book to compare it to, but I 
recommend it strongly. 

4. Coyote Blue by Christopher Moore. 
Okay, this is sort of similar to Whie 
Man’s Grave, only with American Indians: 
funny, culture clash, cool. A yuppie 
salesman who happens to be a Crow 
Indian finds himself suddenly dogged by 
Coyote, the trickster spirit, who basicity 
starts ruining his life because he likes 
him so much. Lighthearted than Dooling, 
Moore has a very cinematic style—you 
know exactly how the movie will look, 
even which special effects they’ll use 
(hint: morph). Great modern retellings of 


different legends. 

5. The Diamond Age by Neal Stephenson. 
I hate cyber-punk, but I loved this, 
"nano-pop"—a future with microscopic 
machines instead of computers, and a 
kinder, gentler style.a hundred years 
from now, nanometer-sized machines fill 
the air and do all sorts of helpful thinga- 
-nobody's hungry, every house has its 
own matter compiler. The whole book 
alludes to Victorianlsm. Follows the paths 
of an engineer who designs an 
Interactive book intended to teach its 
recipient to think subversively, and Nell, 
the slum child Into whose hands the book 
falls. People care about kids in this book, 
which makes me happy Unusual, 
amusing, and all the nanotech stuff Is 
really Interesting. 

6. The Story of O by Pauline Reage. I 
glanced at this a year ago and thought It 
looked icky, totally S&M. But once I read 
the story of the book (It was written as a 
"love letter" by a French woman to keep 
her powerful lover Interested as she got 
older, and worked splendidly), I got 
Intrigued and checked it out. Yes, it is 
all S&M—O goes on a bondage slave 
retreat, O is given by her lover to 
another man, O gets branded on the butt 
But there's something about It that's 
endearing. O is suffering all of this for 
love, and the book never starts felling 
"real" enough for you to get worried 
about the practical Implications of it all. 
Not everybody's cup of tea, but more fun 
than you might expect. 
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A Peek-A -Boo™ CHOOSE YOUR OWD ADVEMT.URE 


YOU RE JUST A NORMAL PERSON” 


■ You wake up and look out your 
window. 

It's a beautiful dayl 

♦if you want to go to 

work.turn to panel 3 

♦If you go to school. panel 5 

♦Fuck school and work, you decide to 
get fucked up. panel 4 


5 

Biology class is such a drag. But wait, is 
it that cute member of the sex of your 
choice that you’ve had a crush on for 2 
years sitting in the front row? 
it is! 

♦Do you sit next to him/her. panel 10 

♦Do you wuss out and sit in the 
back. panel 13 


o 

You slowly squeeze the trigger 
and then all goes blank. 

“Am l‘m dead?” you think as you 
wake up, "Was it all a dream?" 

It was no dream. Your finger is 
covered with blood. You cut It on the 
trigger and passed out. Everybody in the 
burger place is pointing at you and 
laughing. Then they start to kick you. 

"What a loser," they taunt. 

You’d call for help, but then you 
see one of the people kicking you is a 
cop. 

A huge pvc pipe they are 
preparing to sodomize you with is the 
last thing you see before you lose 
consciousness forever. 

The End 

9 

How wrong you were to think that 
TV. is unproductive waste of time. 
You turn on Card Sharks and instantly 
reach happy self-actualization Yippeee! 

The End 


10 

Wow! He/she is even more 
attractive up close. You try to make eye 
contact. 

Then he/she stares right back at 
you, with eyes burning with passion, and 
licks his/her lips. He/she slips a note 
into the front pocket of your jeans 

almost grazing your anxious nether 

regions. 

The note reads, "I think you’re 

very attractive. Meet me at 3:00 at my 
apartment so we can 'go over each 

others notes. 

♦Do you meet he/she. panel 15 

♦Do you wuss out. panel 13 



2 

“■ Kapow! Kapow! “Bleed and die 
you mother-fuckers! Gorram will be fed 
with your entrails!" you scream as you 
plug coworker and customer alike, one 
after the other. What joy it is to kill! 
Thai’s the last time you make a 
hamburger for any of those ingrate 
bastards. 

"This time I'm making a 
hamburger for myself, ” you say as you 
cut a flank of flesh from one of your 
victims and slap it on the steaming 
grill. 

♦Do you eat the burger with mayonnaise, 

lettuce and tomatos. panel 12 

♦Just with pickles and ketchup. ...pane! 6 

Q 

You walk into work and 
everybody's laughing at you. You know 
that they aie all making fun of you. They 
hate you, and you hate them. You can't 
stand their shit any longer. Gorram, the 
demon voice In your head, is screaming. 

All of a sudden remember that 
you took your .45 caliber pistol. And It’s 


loaded! 

*0o you shoot yourself. panel 8 

♦Do you shoot everybody at work 
first. panel 2 


4 

Ahhhh.... this is the life you think as you 
polish off your eighth beer along with a 
handful of random pills you found in the 
dumpster behind the pharmacy. It's kind 
of bummer to be getting fucked up 
alone, but everyone else Is either at 
work or school seeing how it's 10:30 on a 
Monday morning. 

"Oh well," you think, "It's nothing 
I'm not already very accustomed to. I 
have come to enjoy these introspective 
hours alone." 

Now that you are good and 
trashed, what do you want to do now? 

♦If you go watch T V.. panel 7 

♦If you go and operate heavy 
machinery. paneI 11 



C3 Gorram Is fed! You feel the power 
surging through your body as you feed. 
"Gorram possesses my body, mind, and 
soul, now, and it is good," you think as 
you clothe yourself in the skin of your 
recently departed manager and go forth 
to serve Gorram's will. 

The End 


T.V.'s boring. You need to do 
something more fun than that. 

♦Do you go and stalk your ex-significant 

other. panel 14 

♦Do you watch T V. anyhow even though 
you're bored, unhappy and have this slow 

sinking sensation that your life is going 

nowhere. panel 9 


























I I You find your self charged with 
adrenalin as you stait the motor of the 
huge bulldozer In the construction sight 
Never before have you felt so good As a 
matter of fact you believe you are 
having a leligious experience! You feel 
enlightened Operating heavy machinery 
under the influence easily ranks as the 
penultimate experience of your life! 

You begin to plan how you will 
spread the word to the public at latge 
about your amazing discovery! But wait. 
Why does the government always 
warning people against mixing intoxicants 

and machinery? Unless.the thought of 

a government cover-up barely crosses 
your mind when a sniper bullet silences 
you forever The End 



12 . 


• Mrnmm... the burger tastes good, 
but wait, that’s not mayonnaise, it's, it’s, 
it's. 

BlARGIIUHHH!!!!!! you spend the rest of 
the day puking You forget that the 
mayonnaise botlle is where you used to 
keep all your boogers. 

The End 


13 


"It's not rhat I'm a chicken shit or 
anything, I am just not Interested." vou 
think to your self as you masturbate to 
your tattered copy of Boy's Life 
magazine on your roomate's bed 

Just then your roommate walks In, 
and he is furious. "So that's why my 
sheets are always sticky, you asshole!" 
he says. 

Your roommate's mother is one of 
the most savvy lawyers in the state, and 
his father is a judge. So the next thing 
you know you are kicked out of your 
apartment, but still have to pay rent as 
well as make payments toward the 3 6 
million dollars that you owe your 
roommate to compensate for his "mental 
anguish." In addition you now have a 
reputation for being a big pervert. No one 
will speak to you, and if they do they 
call "Mr./Ms. Self Abuse" or "Hairy 
Palms." It sure sucks to be you, "Hairy 
Palms!" 


14 . 


Ttw End 


rYoii check your watch. It s 11:30, 
so according to your careful calculations 
your ex-lover should just now be waking 
up and getting a shower. You run to 
his/her house and go to the spot where 
you have stood so many times before. 
You peek through his/her window and 
think to your self, "I love him/her, no I 
hate him/her " 

Then, you turn around to find 


him/her standing right behind you wilh a 
I? gauge shotgun* 

"So you're the one thn neighbors 
caught sifting through my dirty laundry 
looking for soiled undergarments to snlf. 

You're sick! I love It!" 

Then, at gun point, he/she forces 
you to "perform." 

A month later you find happiness 
in your new life as a sex slave The 
leather outfits aie comfortable and 
stylish, and sleeping on the floor of the 
garage is amazingly comfortable and 
good for the back. You have oven grown 
accustomed to being called by such cozy 
terms of endearment as "Moist Hole " 
and 'Tart Snorter." Th, } f n( f 

I V#His/her apartment Is luxurious and 
elegantly furnished. You are relaxing on 
the couch when he/she comes into the 
living room wearing only a silk prece of 
nothingness and offers you a cocktail 
You have a martini, and it Is delicious, 
but It sure makes you sleepy. 

The next thing you know you are 
waking up In an ally. Your clothes aie 
tattered and every orifice in your body Is 
sore. If only you could remember what 
happened last night. 

You never see that person In class /\ /% 
again, but a month later your mom calls uf|u4l 
She keeps screaming that you are no y U 
lonqer her son/daughter, and 
continuously rants about this videotape 
she got In the mail which features you 
having the most conceivably perverted 
sex with the most repulsive members of 
the animal kingdom as an attractive 
person and all his/her friends watch and 
root you on. 

You are aghast! "Oh my gosh." 
you think, "and who else could have a 
copy of this tape?!" As you walk into the 
video store where your friend works and 
see 300 copies of It In the "Hot New 
Releases” section The End 



“Our h'jW'/-irainrd sfaf-f /’s imported veekfy {ror\ Jfa/y {» Sef\t<_ fav fA*. -Pfatsf 


























V/UI$$-fc£AT 

One oT fee bands i* a fake. Can you tell wfi fck one U ( \s ? 


Texas Cowgirls 

The Early Microcassette Recordings 
(O God, Make Them Stop Records) 
Phillip's cousin is in the UT sorority 
organization of the same name and gave 
us a box of about 50 leftover "Texas 
Cowgirls" t-shirts, so we formed a band 
over the summer to sell the shirts and 
make money. Phillip and Gavin played 
guitars, we had no bass, Dao attempted 
to play a drum, and I sang. In this 
configuration, we managed to write three 
songs, two of which were horrible beyond 
words and almost as painful to hear as 
they were to play, but we did have one 
hit that we liked to play over and over 
called "I'm a Big Pervert Bad Guy- 
Needless to say, we never sold any shirts 
and still have some lying around If 
anyone wants to buy one. 

-Travis 

The Velvet Undergound and Elvis 

self titled Ip 

(Verve) 

Velvet Elvis, ha ha ha, get it? Actually 
this album contains lots of great "vocal 
stylings." 

-Phillip 

Schloop! 

Bluggh bluggh buggo! Ip 
(Ape Gape Grape Records) 

The singer for this band spent 14 years 
locked up in a dark 4-foot by 4-foot 
square room without any human contact 
whatsoever. All his food was shoved 
through a slot when he slept. He came 
out with super awesome hits like, 
"Gouugh gough, gimme blorrgh a blog!" 
and "Twu trare twy twantasy. tweetire- 
a~roo." An Introspective classic. 

-Phillip 

Huggy Bear 

Weaponry Listens to Love 
(Kill Rock Stars) 

Muggy Bear seems to be getting weirder 
and angrier with each album. They have 
developed their own definition of melody 
and chord progressions which do not fit 
into the regular musical world, so don't 
expect the energetic, hook-laden punk 
we grew up on with Huggy Bear. This 
new record is characterized by weird 
song structures, dissonant noise, almost 
random vocal tracks, and tons of militant 
Huggy Bear propaganda. I really think the 
singer is a sociopath. This album grows 
on you if you love Huggy Bear like I do. 

In fact, I really love it now because it's 
just so fucking insane, but it's not like 
their earlier stuff, and the cover art 
sucks. 

-Travis 


Zee Devil Brains 

Zee Devil Brains play all of zee hits 
that keep you returning again and 
again to the toilet to...how do you 
say..."heave chunks" Ip 
(Paper Ejection Records) 

Ah, Zee Devil Brains! Zee best band 
ever to never exist, no? This album is 
my favorite. I like it better than the 
"Brain Monster" ep or the "Folk Songs of 
the American Pioneers." It’s pop- punk, 
but done with style. Sisters Slimy and 
Fluffy Brain play bass and guitar 
respectively. Francoise Hardly plays 
drums, and Tex "Devil" Dinosaur plays 
the other guitar They all sing, except for 
Tex who growls, because he's a dinosaur. 
They all rock, as well. 

-Phillip 



The Appalachian Kings 

Jug Style 

(Mountain Men Records) 

Well, hip-hop is a wonderful medium 
where new Innovations are constantly 
replacing old conventions. The styles of 
G-Funk and Jazz-Hop are quickly 
becoming cliche, and straight outta 
Appalachia comes these white boys to 
show old fogeys like Dre and Cube the 
future of rap: Jug Style. I'm amazed at 
the skills DJ Hooch display at the 
turntable, deftly blending samples of 
hyper banjo pickin' and washboards with 
original funky beats. Traktor is the 
straight man rapping the harsh realities 
of living in the ignored podunks of White 
America while Mildy Mild does the freaky 
raps with his trademarked honky stylings. 
Finally, there's hip-hop not for the rich 
suburbanites with booming, expensive 
car stereos, but speaks to the true 
backbone of America: poverty-stricken 
crackers. It’s long overdue 



Trance Syndicate Showcase 
featuring: Bedhead, 16 Deluxe, 
Desaflnado, and Furry Things 
Liberty Lunch 
Saturday, January 7 

The show started early, so I missed the 
Furry Things. Desafinado was really lame 
and boring in my humble opinion. This 
was my first time to see 16 Deluxe, and 
now I think they deserve all the publicity 
they’ve been getting. Their songs are 
poppy, upbeat, and energetic, and 
they're layered in awesome guitar noise 
that was never masturbatory. I also like 
the fact that they sing instead of using 
dreamy vocals like so many other noise- 
pop bands. I look forward to hearing 
them again and seeing what they can do 
on a record. I hated Bedhead when I saw 
them open for Superchunk because I was 
drinking and ready to rock, and Bedhead 
just doesn't rock. This time I came 
knowing what to expect, and I thought 
they were great. They play very, very 
slow, mellow, pretty songs which 
somehow make you feel both sad and 
happy at the same time. This Isn't the 
kind of music I usually like to see live 
because I have a short attention span 
and like to have fun when I go out, but It 
would be great to listen to while going to 
sleep, cuddling with your sweetie, or 
sitting alone in your room and slowly 
drinking yourself to death. 

-Travis 


Cryln’ Out Louds/Motards 

split 7" 

(Little Deputy Records) 

When I first heard this, I thought. "Hey, 
this sounds like crap!" Then I played it 
again and thought, "Hey, this sounds like 
crap! I love it!" And then played it about 
30 more times. The Cryin' Out Louds play 
"I'm Possessed," in which I can almost 
see Tim freaking out during his ripping 
guitar solo (he’s possessed!), and 
"Hangman Lager," a little beer jingle 
which will never ever be on a real 
commercial, because the real world isn't 
ready for this noise (even though 
garage-rockers would make a great 
target audience for beer jingles). The 
Motards play "Nothing Ever Changes" and 
"Unhappy," two fast, furious garage- 
punk hits that make you want to Jump 
around and "fuck shit up." In both bands, 
you can tell the singers are probably 
trying to sing something coherent, but all 
you can ever understand is when they 
say the song titles, so instead of singing 
along all you can do Is yell a lot and 
break stuff. Go buy this record! 


-Dean 


-Travis 















big wag 

Gotta Let Me Go 7" 

(Unclean) 

This 7" is recorded cleaner than their 
first ep, but it still sounds super- 
awesome. Big Drag sounds kinda like a 
bit of Jesus & Mary Chain crossed with 
the fast, fuzzy Nirvana sound, but surfy 
intead of punk. The songs are beaty and 
energetic and played through a huge wall 
of steady guitar fuzz, yet Milton sings in 
a relaxed way that makes you feel all 
warm and fuzzy inside, and their songs 
are so poppy and catchy that you can't 
help singing along. "Gotta Let Me Go" 
will be on their upcoming album, which I 
am excitedly anticipating, and the B-side 
Is a cover of a country song called Tm 
a Lonesome Fugitive." I really think Big 
Drag Is the best thing ever to come out 
of San Antonio and they'd be huge if 
they were ever "discovered," but I hope 
they're not. I like keeping them our little 
secret. Buy this record so they can 
afford to eat without signing to Geffen. 

-Travis 



Grenadine 

Nopalitos Ip 

(Teenbeat/Simple Machines) 

If you're already a Grenadine fan, don’t 
hesitate to snatch up this new Ip, 'cause 
it’s even better than their first record, 
Goya. Grenadine is Mark from Unrest/Air 
Miami, Jenny from Tsunami, and Robert 
from the Eggs. They formed this band to 
make crisp, clean, "crooner" style pop 
music, and Grenadine is aptly named 
because the songs are pretty and 
sugary-sweet. Listening to Grenadine 
makes me want to drink Shirley Temples 
and make out with young girls. They 
have some great crooner songs on 
Nopalitos, and sometimes they even use 
that crappy "old-time" midrange voice 
effect which makes it sound like they're 
singing through a telephone, but overall 
the songs are too arty and pretty to be 
written off as tongue-in-cheek. This Is 
truly an elegant album, but with a sense 
of humor, too. Listen to it with your 
sweetheart. 


Kiki Debris 
self-titled cassette 

This co-ed band is currently one of my 
favorites in town. Their songs are sort of 
melodic in a chimy repetitive way with a 
really neat interaction between the bass 
and the guitar. The little ditty "Sunshine" 
sounds like something Barney the 
Dinosaur would sing if he was a child- 
eating carnlvour. I truly do not know 
what to say about these guys other than 
that I like them a lot; the only band I 
could compare them to would be Pony, 
whose song "Michael" they cover. Go see 
them, be their fan, and be their friend 

-Phillip 


Snowmobile 
demo tape 

Snowmobile is the working name for 
Kevin Wood (ex-Cunninham) and his 
four-track, and his songs are of the 
noise/dream-pop variety. Some songs are 
really noisy and upbeat, with building 
guitars and spacey noises, while others 
are very slow, dreamy, and swirling, kind 
of like Slowdive His melodies are very 
pretty and ethereal; they make me smile. 
I like the songs with the girl singer, too! 

-Travis 


The Final Battleground 
To the Death Ip 
(Red White and Bullets) 

This record ws only available through the 
mail with a subscription to "Soldier of 
Fortune" magazine. Survlvalist Rock. I'm 
sure this would be blasting from every 
bunker on the "morning after." 

-Phillip 

John Webb & the Werewolf Hunters 

I Will Survive 7” 

(11th hour records) 

This local act seems to be highly 
Influenced by The Final Battleground and 
their apocolyptic rock stylings. Actualy, 
this Is highly derivative of TFB, and it 
sucks. Will It survive? I hope not. 

-Phillip 

Gangsta Click 
2smoothintha94 
(Priority Records) 

Okay, so maybe this one's a little old, 
but that doesn’t mean It's not worth 
reviewing. This is your typical West Coast 
R&B-smooth rap, with that oh-so- 
prevalent noodling keyboard thing 
everyone seems to be doing these days. 
Rappers Money Ta Flow and Nsayne trade 
off on the mic competently, with Money 
Ta Flow being the romantic ladies' man 
with "Bitch Work For Me Now" and "And 
Then I Fucked Her". Nsayne, however, 
plys a more violent trade, as on "16 plus 
1"; and when they get together, such as 
on the dancehall-lnfluenced "Selecter", 
you get rhymes like, "Snorted the bitch's 
angel dust/Cut her head off and fucked 
the esophagus " 


Why Popstars Can't Dance 

A Slumberland Compilation 

(Slumberland Records) 

This double album features 28 songs from 
17 bands, mostly noise-pop, dream pop, 
and minimal-sounding K Records type 
pop. I'll admit that I bought this solely 
for the Stereolab songs because I'm a 
completist, and those two tracks are 
great, of course. As with any comp, 
there are songs I like and songs I dislike, 
but it was worth the risk There's a lot 
on It that doesn't really turn me on, but 
It also has some good bands I had never 
heard before. If you're into this type of 
music and are looking for something 
new, you should pick this up. 

-Travis 

Jack O’Fire 

I'm Younger Than That Now 7" 

(Undone) 

Now that's the Jack O'Fire I know and 
love! Three more awesome punky bluesy 
cover songs, Including "Soulfinger," by 
the original, almost infaltable Jack O’Flre 
line-up. It sounds evern better after a 
little wine, wine, wine, so you'd better 
run, run. run down to Sound Exchange 
and buy this record. 

-Travis 



A* foKfoRCE. Five.'!’ 


Foxforce Five 
Built For Lovin' Ip 
(Hot Pants Records) 

Who says girls have to be grrrls to rock? 
More young ladies should follow the 
example set by the newest girl-powered 
garage-punk quintet Foxforce Five, who 
deliver fast, catchy, guitar-driven punk 
songs with healthy, heaping doses of 
distortion and goofiness. Little Missy 
Misfit sings with her agressively squeaky 
voice, sisters Mia and Malory Misanthrope 
wall on bass and guitar respectively, 
Mandy Malevolant plays second guitar, 
and Mindy Migrane bangs the drums. 
These rockers are dreamboats and they 
kick ass. 


-Travis 


-Will 


-Travis 












Stone Rose# 

Second Coming 
(Geffen or something) 

THIS SUCKS. THIS SUCKS BAD And it's 
coming from someone who liked the 
Stone Hoses back In High School 

-Dean 

Stormtroopers of Misanthropy 
Fuck Fuck Fuck 
(Gold Sound records) 

Ip the last decade of this century, 
romance has returned. The S.O.M. know 
this, and they write songs that are 
appropriate. Songs for lovers only, like 
"Poontang", and "Tubesteak". John Webb 
puts all rumors of his membership in 
other bands to rest by slinging the bass 
unmercifully, Adrian Bogart's subtle use 
of trumpet underscores the romance, and 
some fat guy screams and makes noise 
on guitar. They rule 

-Will 



One of my all time favorite bands Is the 
German nolse-space-welrd rock group 
Can They first started recording 
somewhere around 1968 and broke up 
around 1978 I think. Unfortunately, the 
easiest stuff to find from Can Is also 
their worst stuff. My favorite two Ip’s are 
Tago Mago and Ese Banyasi. Some other 
good ones are Future Days, Soundtracks, 
and Unlimited Edition, and Cannibalism Is 
a good greatest hits type thing. They’ve 
Influenced such groups as Sonic Youth, 
Jesus and Mary Chain, and Loop, yet 
none of these bands sound like Can. 

-Mark Fagan 

It’s really hard for me to choose one 
favorite record. The more I learn about 
an artform, v the less sense of such cut 
and dried categorizations as "Best of All 
Tima 1 ' make. There are a handful of 
records that 1 consider to be high 
watermarks, but If I had to single out 
one record above all others It would have 
to be Zen Arcade by HOsker DO. The first 
time I heard Zen Arcade It floored me. I 
still haven’t gotten up. In 1984 "Punk 
Rock" had already been reduced to a 
dress code and a set of rules far 
narrower than the "dinosaur rock" It had 
supposedly risen up to kill Zen Arcade 
blew the lid off everything again. Zen 
Atcide Is a double album with songs 
ranging from two to fourteen minutes In 
length based on a unifying (if slightly 
vague) concept The song styles run from 
folk to hardcore to extended jams and 
everything In between, all the while 
retaining a spiritual if not formal bond to 
punk. Husker Du re-Instated punk rock's 
only rule: THERE ARE NO RULES. Never 
forget that it's the purists that suck the 
life out of music. That's what Zen Arcade 
taught me. Next time you feel the urge 
to say something dodgy about Bob 
Mould, put on Zen Arcade and shut your 
filthy hole! 

-Patrick Lemlre 


Live Bandl Live Bandl Live Band! 

This Band is Live Ip 
(Recorded Records) 

Back before bands played live, these 
guys were musical Innovators, because 
they were a live band. They were so 
commlted to playing live, that they wrote 
It three times. Bass player John would 
often say, "We re so commlted to playing 
live that Live Band is our first, middle, 
and last name!" One thing that you can 
say for sure about this band Is that they 
sure play live. Memebers of this seminal 
band went on to form Free Beer! Free 
Beer! and Uncle Butt, the pioneers of the 
"Butt Sound." 

-Phillip 



Glorlum/Teen Titans 
Class Insecta split 7" 

(Travesty Records) 

I don't know how they did It, but this 
spilt 7" features Austin favorites Glorlum 
and Teen Titans covering each others' 
songs. Teen Titans manage to somehow 
condense Glorium’s "Death of the Insect 
Queen" Into a catchy, one-minute, pop- 
punk riff song, adding their usual dose of 
juvenile wit and Insincerity to change the 
once beautiful song Into a gimmicky 
cheap novelty act. Equally astounding Is 
Glorium’s version of Teen Titans' "Bug 
Bite," which they transform Into a full 
twelve-minute progressive masterpiece 
with an emotionally wrenching middle 
movement Invoking us to contemplate 
the Ills and Isolation of modern society. A 
vinyl masterpiece if ever wa9 one. 

-Travis 

White T 

Word to the 'Burb 
(Pale Saint Records) 

Watch out, Vanilla Ice, there's a new 
challenger to the hip-hop throne, and 
he's taking no prisoners. White T busts 
tha rhymes like no other muthafucka 
ever to come out of Irving, Nebraska, 
and he preaches a positive message for 
youths entering a confusing time, faced 
with peer pressure and tough choices 
between going off to community college 
or continuing the work In the rye fields. 

-Travis 


The Shaollns 
Reviving Dead Ancestors 
(China Rock Reissue) 

With the intro "Ni Hao, Wuo Min Se 
Shaollns!" these guys rocked Into the 
first number "Join the Party." This Is the 
band that cultivated the seminal 60’s 
Beijing Garage/Punk Sound While the 
Sonlcs were still In their diapers, these 
proto-punks were fucking shit up In 
mainland China! Classics like "Wages Are 
For Capitalists" and "Shave the Monk" 
still sound great In their lo-fl glory today. 
It's too bad that they were executed 
after this album, but what an album this 
is! 

-Dean 

Jessamine 
self-titled cd 
(Kranky Records) 

Jessamine plays weird, avant-garde 
noise-pop. I liked their 7", so I sought 
out this full-length cd. Like the 7", the 
cd ha9 great packaging. They must be 
design students or have friends in art 
school or something. Their songs are 
slow, moody, and sometimes almost 
ambient, but they're interesting and 
original, and they use a lot of weird amp 
noises, campy organ sounds, samples, 
and effects. I'm sure they take a lot of 
drugs while laying this stuff down. 

-Travis 

Vanilla Ice & the Mack-Tens 

Killa Instinct 
(Dttthmutha Rekkflz) 

Well, while White T retreads old Vanilla 
territory, the Ice Man has gone on to 
break new grounds. Armed with a shaved 
head and leather spikes, he emerges 
triumphant as the frontman of the Mack- 
Tens, a klk-azz crew of thrashln' black 
speed-rocker9. With songs like "Murder In 
the Ice Degree" and the new single "Ice 
Breakka," this album rocks! Move over, 
Body Count, because there's a new 
muthafukka In town! 

-Dean 

Team Dresch 
Personal Best Ip 
(Candy-Ass/Chainsaw) 

POB 42382, Portland, OR 97242 
Following on the heels of their rad 7", 
this album combines the things I liked 
initially about this band: not afraid to 
rock, not afraid to make pop music, and 
most Importantly, not afraid to sing 
about the tolls and triumphs of dyke life. 
This record is not didactic except rock- 
wise, and In this respect It kicks ass 
Politics are a secret code and a lived 
code: even though all around in boring 
feminist discourse we hear that the 
personal is political, the Team Dresch 
takes that Idea and stabs us with it like 
that scene in Pulp Fiction where Uma 
Therman gets a big needle in her chest. 
We have to look away for a minute and 
then know she/we have been revived. We 
are reminded that merely existing is a 
constant O.D. on heterosexual culture. 
This record Is a smart and loud antidote. 

-Sarah 












Star fucker 

My Favorite Martian ep 

(Sboegazlng Records) 

Starfucker Is the noise-pop band of my 
dreams No dreamy vocals, no wanking 
on the guitar, |ust fast, upbeat pop songs 
completely fucked over with heinous amp 
noises and weird pedal effects. 

-Travis 

Lola 

Bet the Sky Ip 

(K) 

This is Lois' third album, and they keep 
getting better This one benefits from 
Heather (ex Tiger Trap) drumming, and 
the addition of an organ on a few tracks. 
Lois' simple but elusive songs maintain 
their rhythmic, mostly Acoustic guitar 
scrubbing style, and she croons above It 
all really smart songs about LOVE, etc., 
elc. At one point she even sings a Style 
Council-style bossa nova. But the thing 
Is, these songs are clever and do not 
dwell on the more insipid themes of love, 
but instead leave you pondering what It 
all means, for example, to have won the 
Miss Atomic Fireball contest, or who the 
Queen of Spain really Is. Lois is a real 
charmer in person, tells funny jokes, and 
I think she's coming for SXSW, so until 
you can see that, listen to the album a 
lot. She's worth trying to figure out. 

-Sarah 


Pork 

Strip cd/cass 
(No. 6) 

This music is created by three human 
females. Humans sometimes say they are 
Incompetant. I am guessing they mean 
that the sounds they create are somehow 
more discordant than those created with 
more attention to rhythm, and what 
humans call "musicianship." However, to 
my four alien ears this music Is very 
•n|oyable. It conveys happiness and 
sadness about the little, simple things In 
human culture, for example candy, love, 
drinking, friends. Not only Is every song 
very hummable, but the Iyrlc9 have aided 
me In quest to understand this strange 
things humans call "love." 

-Zarquox the Braineater 


Drake Tungsten 

"Clocking Out Is for Suckers" cass 
Whoever this “Drake Tungsten" Is, he Is 
In bad need on psychological help. This 
tape is real winner, probably the best 
local tape I’ve heard since Gretchen 
Philip's "Welcome to My World," and 
miles better than any college pop pushed 
on us by the MAN. The music Is mellow 
and minor key pop with lot’s of falsetto 
singing and fucked up noises, plus the 
Spoon songs on here are bltchln'. 

-Phillip 

16 Deluxe 

debut 7” 

(Trance Syndicate) 

The A side, "Idea," Is an awesome, 
upbeat, noisy pop song that will stick In 
youi hand foi ihn rest of Hie day 10 
Deluxe fans tell me It's not as powerful 
as when they play It live, but I think It 
rocks, and the distorted vocals sound 
really cool. The B side, "Honey," Is okay, 
but I think It sounds a tot cooler when 
you play It at 45rpm Instead of the 
correct speed. 33&1/3. 

-Travis 



Girl Robots 
Iron Heads 7" 

(Over and Out) 

Do not be misled by the sexy picture of a 
girl robot on the cover. This Is not a 
recording of cute girl robots cooing 
sexlly, but rather a human "rock group." 
Although I won disappointed that these 
noises were made by puny carbon units, 1 
did not return this phono-recording. It Is 
still delightful listening, even by the 
superior standards of those with artificial 
Intellgence. 

-Bralno 5000 


The 1,4,5a 

Unsafe at 45 rpm 7" ep 
(Peek-a Boo World Industries, Inc.) 

To be frank, these guys are some of my 
best blends so I'd probably like this even 
If it sounded like crap. (Technically, It 
does sound like crap, but In a good 
way ) There's a lot of good reasons to 
like this even If you don't know these 
people: 

1. This Is 100% garage rock 
complete with lo-fi recording, rootsy 
rockabilly bass tines, primitive drumming, 
busted-amp distorted guitar and "twerpy" 
vocals. But It's not that "macho" stuff 
done by bands like the Satans and 
Motards; It’s more the goofy, nerdy 
variety done by the Henchmen, 
Supercharger and the Brentwoods 

2. Ihey follow the "garage took” 
conventions so meticulously they become 
an Ironic parody or a garage rock 
slmulacron nearly Indistinguishable from 
the real thing. (All their songs stick to 
the standard 1-4-5 garage punk chord 
progression) It's as If Jorge Luis Borges 
started a Mummies cover band with with 
Umberto Eco. 

Two of the 1,4,5's are In It |ust to 
rock, and the other 2 are "mocking 
rock," but I'm not telling who. 
Regardless, garage punks and Ironic 
approprlative hipsters alike should go and 
buy this record. 

-Phillip 


Speed Queens 

This all girl band plays "punk-informed 
hard rock” sort of like L7 or the Red 
Aunts, but a lot artier than those bands I 
think their music Is pretty cool, and I 
like their humorous take on fe-macho 
lyrics, ex. "out here it’s all about guns 
and meat." and "we are the Speed 
Queens and we are MEAN." However, the 
production on this tape probably doesn't 
do them |ustlce. Also, the main slngar 
growls, moans, and "tries to sing" too 
much for my taste. She doesn’t stay 
within the limitations of her voice, but 
maybe this Is a good thing. 

-Phi flip 


Ghetto Blaster 
homemade cassette 

This Is like homemade Instrumental 
Industrial keyboard music, but wimpy and 
uninteresting. I couldn't even listen to 
the whole tape Sorry, not my thing. 

-Travis 

Slither 

This band has only been formed for a 
month but the buzz is already Intense. It 
features Jennifer Hatcher, Miss May of 
Penthouse on guitar and Terry Colins, Mr. 
November of Playgirl on bass. A 3 their 
live show progresses, they take off more 
and more clothes between each song, 
until they're completely naked In tfjp end 
and the show climaxes In a live sex act. 
No albums are slated yet, but a video Is 
already In the works 

-Mr Buttman 


Go Sailor 
Go Sailor 7" 

(K) 

This has the slnger/gultarlst from Tiger 
Trap and two other people, and as you 
might expect, It sounds almost exactly 
like Tiger Trap, only even poppier (If you 
can Imagine that). Four clean, jangly pop 
songs with sweet lyrics sung by a 
squeaky girl voice. I love It. 

-Travis 

Your Momma 
I Gave Her My 7" 

(And She Liked It Records) 

This record sucks, but your mommas 
always been pretty good at that. The 
best part about this record Is that it has 
a large hole, like your momma At least 
It only cost $2, which Is twice as much 
as your momma charged me last night 
-Your Momma 


The Brentwoods 

Fun In South City Ip 
(Radio X) 

This Is the record I’ve been waiting forf 
The Brentwoods know what rock'n'roll Is 
all about, and I fell In love with them 
having heard only three songs on a 7", 
but now they have a whole album of the 
dumbest, goofiest garage rock you could 
ever hope to find This has to be the 
crapplest recording I've ever heard, yet 
the energy and personality of the band 
make you love It. The Brentwoods have a 
super-squeaky girl singer and an organ 
which make them sound even stupider, 
and the songs are all happy and fun. I'd 
love to have a party with the Brentwoods 
and have them show me how to do the 
"Buri Burl." It’s hard to get, so demand 
this record at your local record vendor. 

-Travis 









"How To Pick Up Chicks” * 

by Travis Higdon, esq. 

1 Hygiene Hygiene is a must. Girls don't 
want to make out with smelly boys, so 
use lots of cologne. Pour on the 
fragrance of your choice, and use a 
heavy hand. My favorite scents are 
"Muskrat," "Cow Head," "Old Gun," and 
"Horse Gland Emission." 

2 Hair. Girls like hair, and lots of it. 
Facial hair, body hair, all kinds of hair, 
but not those wimpy Burt Reynolds 
moustaches. Handlebars or Abe Linclon 
beards are the way to go Body hair Is 
sexy. Wear V-neck shirts to show your 
forest, but If you’re wearing a t-shirt, 
curl your chest hairs up over the top. An 
eyelash brush works nicely for this and 
darkens them as well. Another sexy turn¬ 
on is to wear really tight clothes, like 
spandex, and let your body hairs poke 
through. 

3. The Approach. Very important. It can 
make or break you, since first 
Impressions are lasting impressions. One 
thing that works for me is to take off 
your clothes, put on a crash helmet and 
sit Indian-style outside of their door, so 
that you're the first thing they see whan 
they come outside, but that's the quick 
win. Some girls like to take it slowly and 
let the relationship develop over a period 
of time, like 5 or 6 years. She'll find It 


romantic to know that you're always 
there at her window every night, peeking 
In to catch a glimpse of her beauty. 



break the ice. There are zillions of tried 
and true lines like the classic "That dress 
looks good on you, but It would look 
better on my bedroom floor," but you 
can see what works best for you. One 
that I usually use is "Hey, can I borrow 
some money?" 

5. The Date Girls aren’t stupid They can 
see right through a fascade, so you need 
not try to impress them with an a nice 
dinner, a costly movie, or an expensive 
night out on the town. A case of beer 
and whatever's on TV will show that 
you're not afraid to be yourself, and 
you’re not all show. Don't worry about 
being on time, either. You don't want to 
look too eager Play It cool and be 
fashionably late by at least an hour or 


two By the time you get there, she’ll 
have been thinking of you all that time 
and will be excited to finally see you 

6 Things to Bring. Many say that flowers 
are romantic and make a good 
impression, so consider stopping by the 
florist, but flowers never work fast 
enough for me, so I usually go to the 
drugstore and pick up a bottle of ether 
It costs a little more, but the payoff is 
bigger in the end. 

7. Conversation. You should try to 
Impress your date with your charming wit 
and intellect, so learn the names of a 
few heady books and casually work them 
into the conversation. You can find a 
nice list of book titles in the back of any 
Cliff's Notes. Show that although you 
may be flighty and fun in public you also 
have a sensitive side. I always score with 
the line, "Yes, I was just writing about 
that last night In my journal..." 

8. The Score. Dates are Intrinsically 
awkward and torturous. You have to 
spend an entire evening making Smalltalk 
with a perfect stranger when all you both 
really want to do is make out, so why 
don't you just cut through the crap and 
give It to her? If a slap in the face Is all 
you get, you’ve saved a lot of time and 
money. Drop her off at the corner and let 
her make awkward Smalltalk with a cab 
driver while you move on to your next 
victim. The night Is still young, so go get 
'em, tiger! 
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PAB: Which record? 

S: It's a secret. 

PAB: What kind of music are you 
Influenced by? 

CL: I'm influenced by a lot of BAB, first 
and second generation, stuff like Chuck 
Berry, Bo Dlddly, Elmore James, and 
then a lot of later stuff like the Pretty 
Things, the Flaming Groovles, the 
Beatles... 

S: The Milkshakes. 

CL: Weil, that’s like fourth generation, 
the '80s. 

S: Bo Didcfly, Lee Gray, I'll say Chuck 
Berry again, too. 

D: Chuck Berry, 

CL: Queensryche, Culture Club. 

PAB: What are some other local bands 
that you like? 

CL: I like Blind Willie's Johnson a lot. I 
think they've really got It going on. Big 
Foot Chester, the Sons, Big Drag 
S: Jack O’Flre. 

D: Cryln' Out Louds. 

CL: The Hormones, the Inhalants. 

PAB: So who's got the drug problem, or 
who's the “babe magnet" In the band? 

CL: The "babe magnet?" Look at us, none 
of us. Scott is, actually. Scott gets a girl 
every night. 


PAB: Do you have any funny groupie 
stories or road trip stories or anything 
like that? 

CL: We get lost every time. 

D: We’re going on tour at the end of this 
month. 

S: We have one groupie for the whole 
band. 

CL: We share her. What s 

tonight...Wednesday? She's yours. 

PAB: Was there a certain musical 
direction you were looking for musically 
on that last album? 

CL: Oh, you mean the Greatest Nils 
PAB: So are you going to be coming out 
with an album soon? 

CL: We're going to send out a lot of 
tapes to labels like Get Hip, Dionysus, 
and Estrus. We're Just going to hit 
everybody and see how many reactions 
we can get In one week. 

PAB: Have you thought about putting out 
a 7"? 

CL: Yeah, if we could find somebdy to do 
It. We d love to do It. We’ll only charge 
$50,000. 

PAB: You started out playing a lot of 
covers and then started writing your own 
song9... 

CL: We still play o lot of covers. 

S: They're fun to play, and they're easy. 
PAB: Is there anything else you'd like to 
say to the world before 1 stop the tape? 
D: Urn...no. 

This interview was conducted in 
January, and since that time, the 
Dropouts have broken up and undergone 
some changes. The Dropouts name will 
be carried on by Chris Lange (who is 
switching from bass to guitar) and Dave 
Demel. as Scott and Chris Gavito move 
on to something else. The otiginal 
Dropouts will still be releasing a some 
posthumous tracks on a couple of 7 "a 
and compilation records, so keep an eye 
out for those upcoming releases. 


4 ^rutfrvftvJ tyTpvuS 


The Dropouts are garage band from 
San Antonio who play rootsy H&B style 
rock'n’roll supercharged with energy. On 
a lucky night, you’ll catch them dressed 
In '60s-style suits with skinny black ties 
for an extra touch of charm and class to 
their retro-rock performance. They are 
Chris Lange (bass), Dave Demel (vocals, 
harmonica), Chris Gavito (drums), and 
Scott Lutz (guitar). 

Peek-a Boo: How did you form the 
Dropouts? Did you know each other from 
school or something? 

Dave: We all got kicked out of Catholic 
school together. 

Chris L: Woah, Dave'9 going straight for 
the jugular with the jokes. 

Chris M: Actually, Chris and I started It. 
CL: Yeah, a long time ago, In a garage 
far, far away. 

CM: We were playing In some really lame 
funk band, and we just said, "Why are 
we doing this?" We wanted to play 
rock’n'roll, basically. 

PAB: Have you been together long? 

CL: About a year and three or four 
months 


PAB: What about your name, "The 
Dropouts? " 

CL: That was his idea. 

S: I saw It on the back of a record. It 
sounded good. 











































Fashion Watch! 

Special '95 Faction ftepoU 
-ly Phillipe Michelle de Foutoun 


Many of zee peoples In zla leetle town 
-oh, how I miss Pariry- ofteen a9k 
mol, "So what weel be zee fashion 
rage for zee new year?" Zo for zee 
fashion handicapped, or Americans as 
zey call zem In my country. I have 
compiled zis what iz hot and not for 
’95 list: 

NOT! 

•Chain Wallets 

•Moronic Thrift Store Tee Shirts with 
Stupid Crap like "Hot Stuffl written 
on them 
•Pants 

•Dressing like an appliance repairman 

or gas station attendant when you’re 
just an annoying hipster 
•Creepers 

•Dressing like a Red Aunt. 

•Browsing for second hand clothes at 
your neighborhood thrift store. 
•Tattoos 
•Knit Caps 
•Kiddle Barrettes 


HOT1 

•Homemade Tee Shirts 
•Gluing Chop Sticks to Your Head 
•Crash Helmets 
•GRUNGE! 

•Huge Hoop Earrings 
•Huge Shiny Belt Buckles 
•Penny Loafers 
•Camouflage 

•Adorning Yourself with Dead Fish 
•Hair Weaves 

•Shaving all your hair olf the top of 
your head and combing the rest over 
It with lots of grease 
•Leg Warmers 
•Acid Wash 

•Taping random objects to your body 
•Bikini tops with tight blue jeans and 
red high heels - the Uni-sex look! 
•Dressing like a member of the Red 
Hot Chth Peppers - Strategically 
placed tube sock, flip flops and 
nothing else 

•Browsing for second hand clothes at 
your neighbor's house 
•Smearing mayonnaise all over your 
body 

•Huge Silver Hoop Belly Button Rings 

•Also remember zhls helpful motto. 
"I'd rattier die zhan DIYI" Do eet your 
self iz Ires gauche! Fashion designerz 
are payed tremendous zums of money 
to do it for you 


Aeodiny f odhion UAU< h: 

Zhese kid's look Vt/J Gauche 



A^le l heading moi'e advice: 


Zhou look Ooo-la-ia Zexy et Zas\u! 



The AVENUE B LIVER GYM . 1 



six months of training at t tie 
Avenue U Liver Gym! 


Tired of being a "lightweight?" 
Tired of going to parties and 
getting the proveibial sand kicked 
in your eye by more experienced 
drinkers? Well, what you need is 
the Avenue B Liver Gym! After just 
a bred training period, you'll be the 
life of the party, drinking everyone 
under the table! 

Our experienced staff will 
coach you and teach you simple 
exeicises you can practice at home 
to strengthen your endurance, such 
as: the “Tequila Shot," the 

"Everclear Margarita," the "Vodka 
Gimlet," the "Sour Whiskey,” the 
"Supercharger," the "Depth 
Charge." and many, many more! 

Soon, you'll move up the 
ladder of our special "graduated 
alcoholic program," advancing to 
more complicated drinking tricks, 
such as: "Fucking Shit LJp," 
"Trashing Your Friends’ House." 
"Embarassmg Youiseif and Otheis 
in Public," "Frightening Your 
Friends and Driving People Away." 
"Wreaking Havok and Destiuction," 
end many other exciting activities! 

So wait no longed Call and 
|om the Avenue B Uvei Gym today! 
Operatois are standing by 



























hey KIDS/ 
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Exercise your rights, and help free our alien brothers/ 
clip th<i postcard, iu/n it. and iend it to out Senatot, Phil Gtamm! 


Dear Mr. Gramm, 

The Contract with America Is truly a 
triumph for Democracy. I applaud you and 
your peers in your quest to return 
Democracy to the people, as Thomas 
Jefferson intended. I wish you all luck. 

Which brings me to why I am 
writing; I believe that our government 
should be more open with the people it 
serves. If this is truly a democracy. That's 
why I'm asking you, in the interest of the 
people, to obtain and release any and all 
information about our government's 
Involvement with extra-terrestrials, 
especially concerning the "Rosswell 
Incident" and "Hanger 51" on Ross Air 
Force Base. I have reason to believe that 
certain unelected officials are withholding 
this information, and 1 feel it's your 
responsibility as our representative voice to 
bring the truth out. How can we, as voters. 


i 


make informed decisions without having all 
the facts? (I am referring to the files the 
Air Force did release on "UFOs" - 98% of 
which were blacked out.) 

I feel that knowledge of alien life 
would Irreparably change our attitudes 
toward our democracy, our species, our 
planet, and our place in the universe - for 
the better, It will unite us all in our 
common humanity. 

I voted for you in your 1990 Senate 
campaign, and I plan to vote for you in the 
GOP Presidential Primaries. But only if I 
believe that you are truly representing U 9 
voters by seeking and revealing the truth 
about our government's extra-terrestrial 
affairs. 

Sincerely, 

Voter, Taxpayer, and 

Normal American 
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i^ous rtXurn. 



Clip and Send 
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The Office of Senator Phil Gramm 
United States Senate 
Washington, D.C. 20510 



To reach Phil 
Gramm or any 
other Senator by 
phone t call: 

(202) 224-3121 
and ask for his or 
her office 


Here are some 
more addresses 
you can write: 


Hon. Lloyd Dogget 
126 Cannon CHOB 
Washington, O.C. 

20515 


Commitee on Gov. 
Reform & 
Oversight 
2157 Rayburn 
Washington, D.C. 

20510 


u 





Commitee on 
National Security 
2120 Rayburn 
Washington, D C. 

20510 
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PAD: What's KiKi Debris? It’s not cat shit, 
Is It? I thought one of you owns a cat 
named KIKI and you named yourselves 
after her debris. 

A: It's a pen name for a friend of ours. 

R: That's where we got the name. I don't 
know where she got it, though. 

PAB: What about this tape you made? 

A: We made it with this guy Grant who 
got ail this equipment from the... 

G: The Four Car Age. 

A: They're this band with some of the 
guys from Slint that's going to be on 
Matador. They've known him a long time, 
and they basically bought him two multi¬ 
tracks in exchange for three mics and his 
time for the next two years. We went 
over to his house and recorded it. He 
basically did a kick ass job. 

J: He had a nice dog. 

G. We named a song after his dog. It 
doesn't have any words yet so we named 
it "Jupiter" after his dog. 

PAB: What are your lyrics about, Rob? 

J: His broken childhood. Ha ha! 

R: Yeah, that and other stuff too. 

A: Rob’s got quite a vivid imagination. 
Very poetic. 

J: He sits In the corner near his bed, and 
smokes cigarettes. 

PAB: How do you write your songs? 

J: Well, I come up with all the parts. 

PAB: Do you just tell everyone else what 
to do? 

J: No, what I do is play something over 
and over and over and over again until 
Gladys figures out that I'm playing the 
same thing. And then it's like. "Oh I get 
it!” and we have a song 
G: Or I'll play something over and over 
and over again until Jen figures out that 
it's in 7 time or something, and then, 
when she figures that out, then maybe 
Andy will be able to play along. 

J: We get a bunch of parts, and then we 
have to make up more parts to make 
them go together. 

PAB: Do you want to sound a certain 
way, or are you accidentally sounding a 
certain wav? 


Pfi4oS--Tr<vvi$ 

KiKi Debris is Andy (drums), Gladys 
(guitar A vocals), Jen (bass), and Rob 
(vocals), and they've been in Austin 
since Fall 94. Andy also drums for Sick 
Little Monkey, but KiKi Debris sounds 
nothing like that. Their music is pretty, 
repetitive, and sad, yet they rock, too. 
Peek-A-Boo: How did you get together? 
Jen: It was me and Gladys first, because 
Gladys asked if I'd be in a band with her 
If she moved to Austin, and I said, "Yes, 

I sure will!" Then we said, "Maybe we'll 
let Andy be our drummer." 

Gladys: We thought about it real hard. 
Andy: I just started playing along so they 
could get a sense of what time was, and 
they failed to kick me out. 

J: Then we had all these songs, and 
didn't have any lyrics for them. So I told 
Rob that he could come over and sing. 
PAB. Where are you from? 

J: Rob’s from East Texas. 

Rob: I’m not from East Texas. I'm from 
Conroe. It’s a rodeo town. 

J: We knew each other from New York. 
PAB: Gladys and Jen, did you know how 
to play when you started, or did you 
learn as you went? 

G: I don't know how to play yet. 

A: That's a lie. Gladys was in one of the 
greatest bands ever. 

J: Gladys played bass in a band called 
Cliff, and they ruled. 

G: I didn't know how to play guitar. I 
played bass for them. Jen didn't know 
how to play at all. 



R: No, uh.. we pretty much want to stay 
like uh... 


G: I think it's because we don't know 
how to play, so we play retarded stuff 
PAB: I don't believe that you don't know 
how to play. 

J: I think It’s pretty accidental, for me 
For Gladys it's not, because she knows 
what things are and stuff. 

G: Well, I know what they are after I 
play them. I don't write songs thinking 
about theory! I don't know enough. 

J: You do. 

G: I don't. 

J: You do. You say stuff like, "this part is 
In blah blah blah..." 

G: Well, I'll play something and then 
figure out It's in 7. 

J: But then you'll say that something 
sucks because it's in 1-4-5...(Jenn and 
Gladys argue unintelligibly lor awhile.) 
PAB: What was it like playing 

Lollapalooza last year? 

R: The kids were crazy! 

G: They kept throwing shit at us. 

A: Jenn has friends in Pantera so we re 
going to play backstage to entertain 
them. We'd also like to put out a 7". 

PAB: Are you still in Sick Little Monkey? 
J: Don't ask him about Sick Little 
Monkey. 

A: Yeah, we're still playing. Sick Little 
Monkey's like a Jeckyl A Hyde thing 
J: In KiKi Debris he floats like a 
butterfly, with Sick Little Monkey he 
stings like a bee. 

PAB: We've just about run out of 
questions. Anything else you want to 
say? 

J: We ll play for free anytime, anywhere. 
PAB: Do you want to leave a number? 

J: Leave Gladys's number. 

G: No leave Andy's number 

A: Then we’ll have all sorts of weirdos 

calling. 

PAB: Alright, the interview's over, get 
your asses out of here 
•If you would like to get KiKi DeBrls to 
play for you for free, contact Peek a 
Boo World Headquarters and we II supply 
you with Andy's phone number 
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From the desk of John Webb.. 


To whom it may concern. 

In my brief career as a shock-journalist I have had the extreme displeasure of having I 
an almost-monthly by-line in this unfit-for-use-as-toilet-paper rag some people call Peek-a- J 
Boo. Without a doubt l will always regret every ounce of creative energy I every expended on I 
: this unmitigated waste of organic matter. I am now resigning as a Peek-a-Boo staff writer and | 

I at the same time I am issuing an open ended death threat to anyone else ever associated with I 
it. 

This whole mess all started with that son-of-a-bitch Will Allison wanting to start anL l(l 
underground magazine and telling me I could write in it. When I hear the words "underground P 
magazine", I think of ultra-political, subversive material pushed back by the mainstream f 
media that has to be self-published by some oppressed intellectual who wants to take his own 
personal stab at "The Man". What I got was to be, at best, the "color editorial" writer for a 
two-bit music magazine. He goes first, but he gets to go quick because I like him. 

Then there's the name, Peek-a-Boo. I have to call it Peek-a-Blow in verbal I 
conversation because its just too faggy to say out loud. I blame the lovely Anna Viniegra for 
saddling me with this burden. Not to mention the fact that she is too damn cute for her own 
- good so she just deserves to be put out of her misery. I'll have to give Anna some kerokeropi 
candy laced with cyanide, or something to that effect because I just couldn't get violent with 
her. 

This brings me to Anna's counterpart, Dean Hsieh. Dean once usurped my editorial page 
with a eugenic rant about the Mighty Morphin Power Rangers. This is an insult that I will 
4 never get over. I might have spared his miserable life however, if he didn't always make me | 
take my shoes off at his house. It s a rental, who cares ! Besides, he said he never understood 
anything I wrote, so he must be mentally inferior. I think I will challenge Dean to a Power \ 

, Rangers-stle Kung-Fu fight and then shoot him if he looks like he's about to beat me. 

Travis Higdon was almost spared because he gave Peek-a-Blow its regular schedule 
and slick layout. However, I haven't forgotten that he tried take over my identity in order to 
take credit for my. avant-garde prose. Travis and 1 will go at it hand to hand. Since he is the 
only man I have ever picked up over my head, I think I could give him one of those pro- 
wrestling suplexes or back-breakers or something, then I'll put him in a "sleeper" hold. I'm 
sorry it had to end this way Travis. I always hoped you and I could take over the world 
together. With my ultra-radical political ideology, inhuman strength of will, and sizable ^ 
arsenal, combined with your charismatic advertising skill we could have brought the masses to ^ 
submission, and I could have gotten laid more. ! 

On that note, I don't really have any reason to kill Philip Niemeyer, other than the j 
fact that I hear he gets laid more often than me and that makes me incredibly bitter. Finally, I j 
will kill Gavin Scott because he trashed my house after school got out and tried to molest every J 
guest at my party. I will force feed both of them grain alcohol so they will die happy. 

In conclusion, I blame Peek-a-Blow magazine for everything that has gone wrong in my L 
life in the past year. It broke up my marriage, ruined my business, made me lose my vast 
fortune, got me kicked out of school, and made me an alcoholic. Peek-a-Boo I hate you deeply. 

Bitterly, 

jZL 

I John Webb 

aka: The Famous Hard Core John Webb 

PS. Anyone who has actually read this magnificent waste of time and toner should now go shoot 
him- or herself. Go read a book you fucking retards. 





















Abigail 
Van Buren 

Dear Devil 


Dear Mephistopheles, 

My son used to be such a good 
student. He made straight A‘s, was an 
Eagle Scout, went to church every week, 
was an achiever. But then he went off to 
college and became a freak. He dyes his 
hair, plays In a m rock m band, drinks to 
excess, shirks his studies, and is a 
general loser. I’m embarrassed that he is 
my son We used to be so close, but I 
lust don't understand why he wants to be 
a pathehc waste of human existence. 
What should I do about him? 

-Concerned Mother 


Dear Mom. 

Your son is not really a pathetic 
foser, he’s simply crying out lor help. He 
feels the loneliness and isolation of living 
away from the security of home and 
longs for the childhood days when you 
took care of all his troubles. Your son 
wants you to like him but doesn't know 
how to relate Perhaps you should make 


efforts to relate to your son In his own 
contest to better understand where he’s 
coming from. Perhaps you should shave 
your head Into a purple mohawk, pierce 
your face twelve or thirteen times, don 
some lycra hotpants and a dog collar, 
and show up for one of his band's 
performances, then jump around In the 
front and scream, "I love you. son! 
Please come home to Mommy and Daddyt 
We miss you, baby!" He sounds like an 
intuitive, although confused young man. 
and I'm sure he'll recognise your efforts 
to understand him as a mature individual 
and will respond only with a deep and 
soul-wrenching love for you. Trust me. 

-Mephtstopheles 

Dear Devil, 

At first It was fust a joke, but now I 
can’t stop. Sure, It was funny at first, 
but then a little voice kept urging, "Try 
the blue one. Go ahead—the first one Is 
tree." Next thing I knew, I was past the 
blue and on to a red one—not /usf a 
piece, but the WHOLE THING I was 
seeing colors... greens (forest greens, 
light greens, and other subtle shades of 
green), blues, gold, silver, and even —/ 
know you think I’m making this up—even 
that super-flourescent pink. I can't help 
myself — I'm a crayon eater. 

- Signed , Desperate 

Dear Desperate. 

Ahh, yes, I remember when I first 
started eating crayons. Their sweet, 


pungent, waxy meat wedging up between 
my teeth. Ahhh, but then I discovered 
Magic Markers...mmmmm, so good I 
thought surely there could be none 
higher. ..the crunchy outer shell 
protecting that spongy, juicy treat within. 
Oh. but then I tried paint thinner, and 
you know how . one thing leads to 
another... Crayons are okay for 
beginners, but real men drink gasoline. 
Don't be a wuss. 

-Mephistopheles 

Dear Devil, 

I've been dating the same guy for 
■ almost two years. Lately, I've been ogling 
this other guy who works as a mechanic 
at a gas station In Central Austin. Every 
time I see him I get that warm fuzzy 
feeling al over and I can't stop smiling. 
How can I tell him that I'd like him to 
“work on my carburetor” and not hurt 
my boyfriend's feelings? 

-Lola 

Dear Lola. 

There's always a way to have your 
cake and eat it too, if know what I 
mean Why don't you invite your 
boyfriend to look on and masturbate 
while this mechanic "checks your 
levels?" That way there s a little 
something for everyone. Trust me. 
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Wednesday, March 29 


Inhalants 




veronica 


Sunday, April 9 

Girl Robots 









































